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St. Paul's Church was built in a wheatfield in 1764. Although a
contemporary newspaper described it as "so large and ornate a
building in a place so remote and sequestered, so difficult of access,
and to which the population could never extend", there has sprung
up around it all the wild welter of twentieth-century downtown
activity. Inside the church, in the musty odour of old buildings, a
few figures kneel in prayer in George Washington's pew. In the
graveyard outside, the tombstones, weathered by the passage of two
hundred years, are softened by the sprouting spikes of hyacinth and
crocus. The eye turns bewildered from the slogans of gilded signs
in the street to the old inscriptions on the tombs. The voices of to-day
proclaim: "Silk sport shirts", "Do you know what is always the
correct thing to do?", "Hot fudge sundaes", "Genuine diamonds at
low prices"; while an ancient stone tells us that beneath lies the body
of "John Jones, the son of John Jones, who departed this life aged
four years and four months, on December 13th in 1768. Ah, most
cruel and sudden death; thus to take his harmless breath." Alongside
the agency for "Witcherie Farms and real old Virginia Sausage",
lie the remains of Eziral Wonsin, whose friends engraved on his
tombstone: "Go home, my friend, and cease your tears, I must lie
here till Christ appears. Repent in time while time you haive. There
is no repentance in the grave." The young man on the hoarding,
high up on the syndicate building, is asking the young girl to have
a Coca Cola; beneath them, the old tablets are inscribed: "In memory
of David McLean of Kilmarnock, Scotland, who died in this city of
yellow fever in the midst of his usefulness."
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The plumes of steam from the city's heating plant, spouting at
varying intervals from the underworld, are the only signs, on a
Sunday, that Wall Street is not part of a long-forgotten, dead city.
A few cars are abandoned at the roadside, but there is no policeman
to ask questions. The unaccustomed quiet gives to the kbyrinthine
street the remoteness of a former civilization, the unreality of a
Piranesi engraving. The black Gothic spike of Trinity Church seems
unaccountably wedged between architectural clefts of office buildings,
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